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I peeped within.   The King and the girl, The maid I loved, my peerless pearl, The man whom I helped to the Persian throne, On a rich divan were sitting alone.
In the dim light shed by the lamp on the wall The yellow locks glowed like a waterfall
That is lit by the setting sun. And he toyed with the curls of that wondrous hair,
As erewhile I had done. Her cheek long since had lost its dye,> And his breath blew warm with many a sigh
On its rosy, peach-like bloom* I could see the red flush spread and flow, As he murmured love's language sweet and low,
In the twilight of the room.
Anon she laughed with a musical trill. " Love him ?   Not 11    Can an animal fill
The place of a lover true ? The man is a bear, as savage and rude. Faugh 1   He smelt of blood when in his mood
He sat by my side to woo.
When his great hands pawed my hair and cheek* I loathed him so, I could scarcely speak,"
I dropped the curtain and staggered back
Against the coign of a stairway black;
For my piece of blue heaven was a strip of hell,
And down my fair hope' toppling fell.
A vengeance great I would surely wreak;